CHAPTER 262 


“I’m losing my patience.” 


Justin sat there, silence gripping on him like a clamp, the aroma of smoke filling the 
air. Another day of being interrogated on matters his father truly had no right to 
know. Oh sure, it was his job to keep the peace and all that, and given that Justin 
had been wrapped up in acts that were vaguely terrorist in nature, but really, this 
wasn’t about that, was it? If it was his father wouldn’t be the one interrogating him; 
hell he probably shouldn’t have anyway due to conflict of interest. Nothing Justin 
said would ever hold in a court of law because of it. And that was just another 
reason to keep his mouth shut. Why waste his breath defending himself or his 
friends if it wouldn’t matter anyway? Sometimes Justin honestly believed his father 
was purposely trying to sabotage this investigation just with his presence, and 
sadly, that meant the police department was probably in on it. Paranoia? Perhaps. 
Or perhaps Justin had just long since stopped trusting people; especially his 
allegedly deceased father. Whatever it was, any incentive Justin had to keep talking 
was long gone. Distracting the police? Fuck it, they’d have just as much on their 
plate trying to get him to talk as they would listening. 


“What. Happened. Next. This hacker and this... shadow were both working behind 
the curtain so to speak. Clearly whatever it was they were working on is coming to 
fruition now. So what. Happened.” His father continued, refusing to let up on the 
child as he sat there, smoke flowing from the cracks of his mouth and eyes aimed 
towards the table beneath him. At the moment, he was busy analyzing its surface; 
the material, the scratch marks along it’s surface, the color, all of that. Why was he 
doing that? No reason in particular. Perhaps because it served as a better 
distraction than feigning interest in any of this. In the end, Justin just kept his mouth 
shut. He had nothing more to say. Sure he could probe the Shadow Operatives 
innocence, sure he could tell his father just who the culprits were and what it was 
they were planning, but that would be giving the asshole who made his life a living 
hell exactly what he wanted. He never cared about what Justin wanted, why should 
the opposite be true? Oh sure, it was petty, but after what Justin went through, he 
had the right to be petty. 


“Why do you care?” The detective glared at Justin slightly. Oh no, they were making 
progress here, he didn’t have time to deal with his kid’s angst right now. He folded 
his arms with disapproval leaning back into his chair. He was sick and tired of 
playing these games. It was always ‘dad did this,’ and ‘dad did that.’ Well you know 
what? He didn’t have time for theatrics. And quite honestly, he wasn’t sorry. Not if 
his child was going to keep acting like a spoiled brat while he was trying to 
investigate an act of terrorism that could very well reach beyond their small little 
community. This was not about a family feud, this was about the safety of everyone 


and everything, was it not? And he was interrupting that with petty grudges that his 
father had no control over anymore. He needed to get the fuck over it. 


“Because it’s my job, and you are getting in the way of that.” His father responded 
somewhat aggressively, leaning across the table to give Justin the stinker eye... As 
if that would change anything. Justin just flicked at the tip of his cigarette, allowing 
the ashes to fall like rain drops into the ash try beneath his hand. He averted eye 
contact as he took puffed a cloud of smoke from his lungs into the air around him. 
He was finding it increasingly difficult to even look the man in the eyes now. It was 
hard to tell though if that difficulty stemmed from all the hatred deep in his heart 
for his father, or because he was afraid. He knew what it was like when his father 
got angry, and he had subconsciously trained himself to react accordingly years 
ago. Flinching, raising the arms in defense, all that stuff. He knew when to 
anticipate a cheap shot, and he knew when to shield his eyes from broken glass. 
Was his father going to strike him here in the interrogation room? Probably not, if 
only because these things were probably monitored, not to mention Justin could 
argue police brutality if he so much as laid a finger on Justin. But | think that only 
made it worse... The thought that the only thing restraining his father was the 
possibility of an inconvenience, at the thought that people were watching. You know 
what should have been holding his hand back? His love for his son... But | guess 
that was never going to happen in the first place. 


“No of course, blame me. Always blame me. Have you ever considered the 
possibility that you’re just a shitty interrogator? That you don’t know how to do your 
job? Maybe you’re just not a people person? But no, it’s my fault. Always my fault.” 
Justin ranted for moment, his irritation getting the better of him for a moment. 
Maybe it was just that he was sick of swallowing his father’s bullshit like some 
mindless drone. Maybe he had just enough of his father. Hell, maybe he just wanted 
to tell his father what he wanted to tell him for all these years. That he was a 
horrible person. That he hoped he burned in hell. Amongst other things anyway; 
these are some of the nicer remarks Justin had deep in his brain pan. Not very 
flattering for sure. Justin’s father leaned across the table, pointing his finger right in 
the kid’s face. 


“Watch your tone.” His father scolded Justin, having just about enough of the 
attitude he was sporting. Justin couldn’t help but chuckle at that one. When did his 
father think he had the right to treat him like a child anymore? He was nineteen 
years old for one, he was legally an adult and he didn’t need to be treated like a kid. 
But furthermore, and much more importantly, where did his father get the idea that 
he still had the right to fill a parental role? He abandoned Justin long ago, even 
before his alleged death. To think he had any right to treat Justin like he was still 
flesh and blood... The audacity of it all! 


“And what'll you do if | don’t? Throw another bottle at my head?” Justin scoffed at 
him with anger. “Actually come to think of it, | should be the one interrogating you! 


You know child abuse is still illegal. But of course | don’t expect you to acknowledge 
that. That would make you look like a hypocrite!” That was about where the 
interrogator lost his patience. Justin didn’t know anything, who was he to judge!? 
Who was he to condemn his father for shit he didn’t even understand. And perhaps 
it was true that he didn’t understand, but what he understood all too well was the 
pain of bone against flesh. Within a split second his father lashed out and slapped 
him across the face, and hard to. His eyes widened and within a second ever muscle 
in his body froze in fear the slightest, his lips trembling and his voice whimpering. 


“Are you going to keep whining or are you going to answer my question?” Not a 
word of response left Justin’s mouth, his eyes were wide with shock as a rush of 
rather unpleasant memories flowed into his mind like a river of pain and suffering. It 
was amazing the things sensory memory could do to a man. They could help you 
remember some things, and they could just as easily break a man’s psyche. The 
father grunted with slight annoyance as he watched his son shiver as all the trauma 
of the past finally caught up with him. He groaned and shook his head with 
annoyance as he snapped his fingers in the kid’s face. “Hey. Answer me.” Again, no 
reply. Not even a glance. His eyes were vacant, as if he were here only in body, as if 
his mind had long since gone. He just sat there, starring, pain filling his soul. He 
sighed before pushing himself up out of his chair and pulling his walkie talkie out. 


“Yeah, this is Detective Tylor. We’re not getting anywhere today, have the guards 
take him back to his room.” 


